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Groaned, and kept silence after while a man        1230
Might count how far the fresh blood crept, and bathed
How deep the dark robe and the bright shrine's base
Red-rounded with a running ring that grew
More large and duskier as the wells that fed
Were drained of that pure effluence : but the queen
Groaned not nor spake nor wept, but as a dream
Floats out of eyes awakening so past forth
Ghost-like, a shadow of sorrow, from all sight
To the inner court and chamber where she sits    1239
Dumb, till word reach her of this whole day's end.

CHORUS.

More hapless born by far                               \str.

Beneath some wintrier star,
One sits in stone among high Lydian snows,

The tomb of her own woes:
Yet happiest was once of the daughters of Gods, and

divine by her sire and her lord,
Ere her tongue was a shaft for the hearts of her sons,
for the heart of her husband a sword

For she, too great of mind,                         [Ant.

Grown through her good things blind.